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Takes place around ‘83, from Nikki's POV. 


Disclaimer: This is not real. | do not wish to harm these people. 
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All| want is to get some sleep. Is that so much to ask? Apparently. 
"Harder," a familiar, annoying voice whines. "I said fucking harder!" 
Through the thin walls, | can hear bed springs creaking. 

"Yesl" Vince shrieks. "That's it, more. Come on-" 


Three fucking nights of this. And people wonder why | fuck myself up on smack. If you had to listen to this, 


wouldn't you? 


There's a low groan from the other room; at least Vince isn't the only one enjoying himself. 

| roll out of bed, butt naked, ignoring the sleeping chick beside me. Jesus, how can she sleep through this? The 
clock's blinking four am. | don't know if that's the actual time, or | just never bothered to reset it after the 
last time they cut our electricity off. 


| shuffle down the hall barefoot, with my head hanging and my eyes heavy with sleep. Here, the couch is as 


good a place as any to crash. Except- 


| stop and stare at the body stretched out over the sofa, feet hanging over the end of the armrest. 
"Tommy?" | poke at him. 


After a minute of my insistence, he groans and flips onto his other side. "Whah th'fuck?" 
"You're not fucking Vince." 
He opens his eyes to glare at me. "Dude," he slurs, "do | look like Vince?" 


Maybe l'm still suffering from last night's liquor, but my brain can't seem to process this information. "No, 
not.." I'm too tired for this shit. "So who's fucking him?" 


Those eyes narrow, and Tommy doesn't look so tired anymore. "What?" He pauses, cocking his head. Even from 
here, | can hear the faint sounds of Vince moaning and crying out. Tommy sits up, hair sticking up at all the 
wrong angles. "Maybe it's a chick" 


"Sure." Hey, | can be agreeable. 


"| mean, dude, he does screw chicks." 


"Sure." | sit on the armrest his feet have vacated. "Lots of ‘em, dude." | think there's a bottle of Scotch 
somewhere in the kitchen. That might knock me out. 


"| mean, he's allowed to screw chicks." 

"Right." 

Tommy frowns. 

Then a new noise comes from Vince's room. A kind of yelp. | arch my eyebrows. | don't think Vince has ever 
hit that high a pitch onstage. There's another yelp. Then another, and another, coming faster and louder, until 


my ears hurt. 


Tommy unfreezes and shoots off the couch. | get up and follow, just in time to see him slam against the 


locked door of Vince's room. 


"Vince! Vince, you fucking piece of shit, open the goddamn door!" He's pounding on it, yelling, and none of the 


noise he makes can dwarf the long scream that wails out from inside. 


Fuck. | cover my ears with my hands and glance at the hallway window, wondering if itll shatter with that 


scream. 
Then there's silence. 

| uncover my ears, and Tommy steps back, brows furrowed, lips parted. He looks almost scared. Then he 
screams, "Vince, open the door right the fuck now!" and puts his fists through it. There's another wail, this one 
from a wounded Tommy, as he draws his hand back and holds it like an injured paw. "Fuck. Fuck!" His mouth 
twists into a snarl and he goes back to pounding on the door. 

A moment later, it opens inward, and Tommy stumbles in, cursing. A tall black-haired man with leather pants, 
button-up white shirt, and no visible expression holds the door open. | stare at him for a minute before 


recognition comes. Wow. Vince got Aero-fucked. 


Perry stares back at me, almost like he's daring me to say something. Tommy hasn't gotten far enough past 
staring to bother with dares. 


| glance into the room, to Vince's bed. Lying spread eagle and face down is a heap of tanned skin and blond hair. 


| don't know whether he's dead or alive, because he's not moving. 


Once Tommy sees Vince, he doesn't wait to find out. He lunges over, leaping onto the bed and aiming a kick at 


Vince's ribs. "Motherfucking-fucker!" 
Groaning, Vince raises his head, proving that he does live, and curls in on himself. “Tommy, don't-" 


"Don't! Don't!" Tommy shrieks, diving on him with fists flying. "You fucking slut! You fucking, double-crossing, 
backstabbing, cock-sucking, asshole!" 


| watch complacently as they roll off the edge of the bed, Vince fighting back now, or trying, while Tommy 


wraps his hands around his neck. 


"| love you, Tommy’," he yells, squeezing his hands while Vince chokes and kicks. "I'm yours, Tommy,’ ‘I'll do 


anything for you, Tommy!" 
| turn back to Joe. "So you're fucking Vince." 


Joe shrugs. He doesn't seem disturbed by the fact that I'm still naked. 


"Last three days?" 


"Yeah." He looks back to Tommy and Vince, where Vince's face is turning purplish red. "You think he'll really kill 


him?" 
"Nah. Vince is a tough fucker." 


And at that moment, Vince aims a kick at Tommy's crotch, and our tall drummer rolls away, groaning. Vince 


follows, ranting, "You tried to fucking kill me, you dickhead," while he tries to do exactly the same thing, 
ee 

"Uh-huh." Joe looks like he's about to laugh. "Look, | gotta go. Uh, tell Vince | said good-bye?" 

"Sure, man" 

"Oh, and uh. tell him | won't be seeing him tomorrow night. Elyssa was getting pissed anyway: 

"Right" | watch him go down our hall and out of my vision Yeah, that's something you don't see everyday. 


Tommy and Vince are still intent on killing each other. Fuck, | told them it was a bad idea to have a serious 
relationship. Neither one of them is stable enough for it. |, on the other hand.. 


What was | saying? 


Oh, right. I'm going back to the kitchen to find something to get trashed on. | want to sleep. 


But by the time I'm halfway drunk, stretched out on the couch, Tommy slinks into the room and sits down by 
my feet. 


"Fuck, dude," he says sadly. "I think he just broke my heart" 

"Yeah?" | take another swallow of scotch, loving the way it burns the back of my throat. "That's not so bad" 
He ignores me. "I mean, he kept saying he loved me, right? He said it like all the fucking time. | believed him you 
know? Then we had that dumb ass fight over Jessica. | mean, he gets to fuck whoever he wants, so how come 


he should get to tell me | have to dump her?" 


| stare up at the ceiling where | lay, and | swear to God, the ceiling is spinning. High and on my way to being 
drunk. But I'm so fucking tired. 


Tommy sighs. "You think | should ditch her, dude?" 

"Dunno." 

"Maybe | should. But fuck!" 

The fist he slams down on the armrest startles me, and | stare at him. 


"First he throws his bitch fit and locks me out of the room, and now | find out he's been fucking that asshole 
behind my back! | want to fucking kill him!" 


"Yeah. But then you'd go to jail. And Vince would get to fuck him without going behind his back" Now why am | 


saying this? Fuck, | have no clue. 


Finally, Tommy leaves me alone. He goes up to my room, where all is quiet now. | guess | should have gone back 


up there, but the couch is nice enough. Besides, I'd rather let Tommy take care of that sleeping chick. 
"Nikki?" 
| close my eyes and pretend to be sleeping. 


It doesn't work. A warm body wedges it way between me and the couch back, and hot skin presses against me. 


| peek out form under my lashes, only to find anxious brown eyes looking down at me. "What?" 


Satisfied that I'm awake, Vince burrows his head against my shoulder. Other than his pair of jeans, he's as 
naked as me. "Nikki, he hates me." 


"Yup 
"Will you talk to him for me?" 

"No. God, Vin, | just want to sleep." 

Vince sighs, and his arms circle my neck. "You remember when we were together?" 
What, for like, five minutes, before he decided he liked Tommy better? "Yeah." 


"You never got jealous. You let me do what | wanted, and everything was so free. We fucked whoever we 
wanted." 


"You mean you fucked whoever you wanted," | correct. His one finger is drawing lazy circles on my shoulder, 


and | wish he'd stop. 

He raises his head, liquid brown eyes hurt. "Not you, too, Nikki." 

| close my eyes, and he drops his head back to my shoulder. | can't help it; | turn my face into him, so that | 
can feel his hair feathering across my lips. Never could resist him. Even after | realized that | didn't love him, 
| couldn't help but do whatever he wanted. 

"So what's with this Perry guy?" | ask. 

"| don't know. Nothing really. He played a club on the strip, and | went to see him. | wanted to meet him, but 
when | found him in this backroom, he just looked all." Vince squirms. "I don't know. Lonely, maybe. And | just 
fought with Tommy, so.. we had a couple of drinks, and one thing led to another." 


"So you let him fuck you.” 


"Yeah. But, Nikki, oh my God, you'd understand if you had him. He's fucking incredible! Christ, he could make a 


hooker come." 

"Right. You love him?" 

"What? Nol" He draws back and stares at me. "How fucking gone are you? | just met him like five days ago." 
"You love him?" 

He sighs again. "No. | don't love him." 

"And Tommy?" 


He relaxes against me, and his fingers start playing with my hair. He used to do that all the time when we 


were— 


"I love him," he admits softly. "He's such a goofball; then sometimes he's this bratty kid. But then he can be so 


sweet, so fucking genuine... | do love him, more than anything.’ 


"So tell him." Jesus, what's with me tonight? Since when did | get to be the guy everybody cries to for help? | 
thought | was the craziest fucker on the planet. Not Doctor Love. 


"| do tell him," Vince protests, shifting against me. He has his face pressed against my chest now, and | can feel 
his breath as he talks. Damn, if he keeps this up I'm going to get interested, and | really don't want that in my 
birthday suit. "I just wish for once he'd tell me! Not once has he said that he cares about me. He acts like it 
sometimes. When we're-we're-" | can just hear the embarrassment in his voice, as he all but whispers- 
"making love. He really fucking acts like it. So why won't he just tell me?" 


There's a hint of movement in the doorway, and | can see what Vince can't, can see Tommy's wide eyes as he 


creeps close. 

‘Maybe he wants to," | say, looking at Tommy, "but he doesn't know how." 

"Yeah, sure. | don't know. Maybe it's my fault. You think it is? Maybe | push him too far. You know? Telling him 
to get rid of his girlfriend. But she's just a dumb bitch. What does he need her for if he's got me? Of course, 
if he actually did dump her, he'd just get another one." He presses closer yet against me, till | think he might 
push me off the edge of the couch. "I swear, Nikki, every time | see him looking at some chick, it goes right 
through me. Feels like somebody's fucking shoving a knife in me." 


"But, Vinnie..." 


Vince tenses at the voice, sits quickly up. His hand grips mine, thought l'm not sure whether for support or in 


anger. 
Tommy leans his palms on the armrest, gaze locked with Vince. "You're the only one lm looking at" 
Vince has gone stiff and cold. "What the fuck ever 

"Vince?" Tommy swallows. "I love you" 

Vince is squeezing my hand so hard | think he might break it. "Don't fuck with me, Tommy" 

"| wouldn't" He reaches out a hand, eyes pleading, "I love you, Vinnie” 


Vince hesitates, glancing back at me while he bites his lip, like he wants my approval. | don't say anything. He 
turns back, reaches his hand out haltingly, till his fingertips are just brushing Tommy's. "You don't hate me?" 


Tommy laughs soundlessly and without humor. "I fucking love you, Vince. Of course | hate you. | hate you 
every time you're with somebody else. But | can't stop loving you." 


| see Vince tremble. Then thats it. He flings himself into Tommy's arms, hugging him like he wants to 


suffocate him. "I'm sorry. I'm so fucking sorry. | never meant to hurt you. | love you so goddamn much." 


Tommy drags Vince's head back and starts kissing him, short, fierce kisses in between Vince's relieved 
laughter. 


"Tommy-" Vince pushes him back with a frown. "What the fuck happened to your hand?" 


He never bothered to take out the wooden splinters room when he punched a hole in the door. 


"IFs nothing...” 
"Oh my God, its fucking terrible. It could get infected" 


Tommy looks at me over Vince's head, and he's grinning. | roll my eyes. Yeah, he's really going to die from a 


splinter. 
"You gotta let me take care of it" 
"Yeah? You want to take care of me?" 


Vince tips his head back to look up at him, and a sly grin curls around his lips. "Yeah. | fucking want to take 


care of you." He arches up, kisses Tommy again. "Fuck, | love you." 


They stumble away, Tommy trying to carry Vince and swearing when he stubs his toe on the crap on the 


floor, while Vince laughs and cuddles against him. 


The door to their room slams shut, and | hear the grating sound that | know means they're pushing their beds 


together to make one big nest. 


I'm left lying here alone, with half a bottle of scotch, the stub of a burned-out joint, and l'm not anywhere 
closer to sleep than | was in the beginning. At least | won't have to worry about Tommy and Vince screaming 
at each other for at least another week And if | sleep on the couch for a few nights, | won't have to listen to 


creaking bed springs either. 


Or maybe I'll just go over to Mick's and stay with him for a while. It's got to be better than being stuck with 
these lovey-dovey fuckers, even if | do have to put up with his Nazi chick. 


Yeah, | kind of miss not having Mick in the house with us. Tommy and Vince are always either fucking chicks 
or fucking each other. And when | don't have a chick, who do | have? | know l'm just as fucked-up as Vince and 
Tommy, but that's why | need somebody to keep me sane. Even if that person does have some pretty screwy 


theories about aliens... 


Oh, for fuck's sake. | can hear whimpers again. That settles it. Tomorrow l'm off to Mick's. 


